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where we were allowed free egress and regress, there was
much deserving the attention of strangers.

We were then, shewn the different processes used in
finishing the China ware. In one long gallery we found
upwards of a hundred persons at work in sketching or
finishing the various ornaments upon each particular piece
of the ware, some parts being executed by men of a very
advanced age, and others by children even so young as six
or seven years. Mr. Devisme then led us to some of their
most celebrated painters upon glass, to the fan makers,
workers in ivory, japanners, jewellers, and all the various
artificers of Canton.

After passing the morning greatly to our satisfaction we
returned towards home. Upon getting home we found a
youth waiting for us and who, following the example
of Mr. Pott, told us his name was Eevell, son of the chief
supercargo, that when we arrived he was on board the
Earl of Lincoln, in which ship his father was going to
Europe, and that he had only returned from Whampoa
half an hour and directly called to visit us. Young
E/evell was then about fourteen, exceedingly plain in the
face, but his features marked by peculiar drollery, and
I soon discovered that in all sorts of mischievous pranks
he was a complete match for Bob Pott. He was a writer
of that year, upon the Madras establishment, and had
come out in a ship for the purpose of seeing his father.
After rattling for some time with great pleasantry, address-
ing McCIintock, he said, " May I be so bold, sir, as to ask
how you spell your name."

" Certainly," answered McCIintock, and directly told the
letters.

" Humph," said young Revell, " I find nothing very diffi-
cult to pronounce there, but my father, who you must know,
sir, though I say it that ought not to say it, is a little bit
of an oddity, tells me that for the soul of him he could
not catch the sound of your name yesterday, but from the
^information you have now kindly furnished me with, I
shall enable him to pronounce it correctly."